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from childhood to manhood. He built himself little
by little, moment by moment, and day by day. ( It
may be said that perhaps the whole career of his
future life was in a way sketched already before his
mind's eye, because even as a boy he was working so
gravely, and so consciously for a definite mission*
There was the resolution of a riper mind in the steps
of the poor Brahman boy who faltered not under
any circumstances, and who was never daunted by
any difficulties. He was a typical student who loved
to study not with any hope of gaining worldly
ends, but for satisfying the ever-growing thirst for
knowledge which was firing his soul anew with
every new sun,) His daily studies were sanctified
oblations on the altar of his Havan Kund.
He would forego an extra suit and an extra loaf
or even a day's meal for the sake of oil for his mid-
night lamp to read his books.   It was not unoften in
his student life that he kept absorbed in his studies
from sunset  to   sunrise*   There was that love of
knowledge which pulled strongly at his heart so much
that the ordinary comforts and physical needs of
student life were entirely forgotten.   Hunger and
thirst, cold and heat could not tell upon this supreme
, passion that he felt towards knowledge.   There are
witnesses of his student life still living at Gujranwala
and Lahore, who say that the pure-minded Goswami
toiled unarmed and alone day and night, fighting
with life   without   the  sinews of war, and they
remember the occasions when even in this country
of boasted charity, the poor Brahman boy had for